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Axs Dirty Little Secret 


Author's Notes: 
This is something | tossed out when Perchance to Dream was getting too intense for me. | was going to hold 


off posting it until | finished it but decided, what the helll 


"Not now, Brian, l'm busy!" Axl shouted. 


He shut the door in the guitarists face, scowling at the fucker's insistence that he spend all of his time with 
him. The freak was getting way too possessive for Axl's comfort. Well, what the fuck did he expect from a 
weirdo who thought a chicken tub was a fashion statement? Why he ever thought the fucker would be a good 
fit in Guns, he had no idea. He certainly wasn't a good fit in Axl's bed! What a lousy fucking lay he was and he 


wasn't even that attractive. Half the time, Axl just wished he leave the fucking mask on! 
Ah, peacel 


Axl smiled as best he could with all the Botox swimming under his skin. He reached back and pulled his braids in 
a ponytail, taking an elastic out of his pocket to keep them out of his face. Finally, he had some time to 
address those bunnies that had been plaguing him. He didn't know how those women did it. What with 
Buckethead, the press, Chinese Democracy and all the fucking shit he had to deal with day to every fucking 
day, he hardly found the time to take a piss much less attend to his hobby. And oh, what a hobby it was! Axl 


had finally discovered his true calling. 


He pushed away from the door and headed over to the windows, drawing the blinds shut so that he would 
have privacy for a change. No one knew about his special hobby and Axl intended to keep it that way. It was 
almost embarrassing, especially for a man in his position. Axl Rose writing fan fic? Axl Rose, the author of real 
person slash starring himself as the main attraction? God help him, if the fuckers in the press found out 


about that one! 


For the moment, his work was being posted on fandominationnet but he was hoping that eventually he could 
get onto Rockfic. The bitches there were fussy but judging from some of the stories he read, he couldn't 
really blame them. Many a time, he jerked himself off to some raunchy little story of hot, steamy sex posted 
there. Some of those women were extremely talented and there were several authors whose work he followed 


with great interest. Whenever he saw a certain name, he knew it was time to get out the lotion and a towel. 


Axl wanted nothing more then to get one of his stories on Rockfic but so far, he hadn't met with much 
success. Two had been sent back for grammatical and formatting errors and one was dismissed as being 
hardly coherent enough to qualify as even a mentally deficient Mary Sue. As much as Axl tried, he could not 
get a story onto Rockfic and it was beginning to make him irritable. He knew he was a good writer and it was 
only a matter of time, but patience was never his strong suit and neither was diplomacy. Even though he 
suspected that some of the women there were a part of the conspiracy against him, he was determined to 
succeed. So what if they banned him twice? He was not underage and after that first incident of what he 
regarded as Axl-bashing, he kept his temper. So far, his third account there remained active. 


Now, to get back to work. 


He rubbed his hands together in anticipation as he headed towards his desk. It was a very special desk, an 
antique from Italy that was said to have once belonged to Lucretia Borgia. The lady had many secrets to hide 
and though the desk had cost Axl a fortune, he soon discovered that it was well worth it. A careful 
examination had led to the discovery of a very special feature, one that Axl was grateful to have once he 
discovered the world of slash fiction He sat down and ran his hands along the top before reaching under the 
lip, fingers searching for a worn spot. There was a soft, almost inaudible click when he found it. Reaching stil 
further back, he found the tiny lever that had suddenly appeared. Another click and Axl was clawing at a very 
unusual piece of marquetry towards the bottom on the right hand side. Sometimes it stuck, what with the 
humidity and Axls intense dislike of air conditioning. It took some effort, but he finally shifted the panel and 


took out his secret computer, a slim, souped up Powerbook he used only for writing and downloading pictures 


from the ‘net. 


A sudden pounding at the door startled him and he nearly dropped the laptop. Heart in throat, he fumbled to 
catch it before it hit the floor. 


This better be a fucking emergency, he thought, because if its anything short of the house burning down, 
there's going to be fucking bloodshed! 


"What is it?" he snarled. 
"Baby, I'm lonely!" a high pitched voice whined through the door. 


Buckethead! God damn fucking sonofabitch! What did he have to do, knock the fucker over the head and dump 
him in the fucking Pacific to get through to him? Axl resisted slamming the computer down on the desk top to 
go out there and beat the fuck out of the clingy bitch. For one thing, he hadn't closed up the desk and he 
didn't want his secrets exposed. For another thing, it was Buckethead. Mister-lay-there-like-l'm-dead lousy 
fuck who couldn't suck a dick properly if the fate of the fucking world was dependent on it. 


Axl ruthlessly suppressed a memory of golden skin and raven curls. 
Later, he told himself 

"Fuck offl" he shouted at Buckethead 

"But baby - * 


"| said fuck off! l'm busy. Go get Dizzy to suck you off if you're so desperate. Get him off my fucking nuts 


for a change!" 


Axl listened until he was sure that the mask wearing, chicken tub toting, android wannabe freak had wandered 


off. 


Once he was certain that Buckethead was gone, he turned his attention back to his laptop, stroking it fondly as 
he reflected on the masterpiece it contained. Like a High Priest conducting some ancient ceremony to a 
implacable, powerful God, he opened the Powerbook and booted it up. A single chord announced that the 
computer was on and Axl watched anxiously until his favourite wallpaper came on Like always, it made him 
want to lick the screen. 


And there it was, the best thing he had ever written, the story that was finally going to get him on Rockfic 
and show all those uptight amateurs what true genius looked like. He clicked on the icon and the word 


processor soon had the story up on the screen 


Stormy Nights, Surging Seas 
by Michelle Rose Williams 


Axl smirked. This was going to be so good! 


